One of the Newest Photographs of
Marie Empress.
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press's huild to have pagzed through, It
15 only a foor and a half trem the celline
of the stateraom and openg out upon the
sheer fall of the hull to the wiater. There
was no gallery ontside i1,
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Eoing and coming ut this hour of the eve-
ning. She would have had 1o pass throngh
several salons, alwivs g least half Olled,
and the netress wag of sufficiently gtriking
personality not 1o have been able to slip
through unohzorved, To gain the declis
she wonld also have had lo pass by vari-
ons stewards and officers, and, finally, hav-
e golten there, i seets almost Impos-
SIhle that she conld have slipped unnotieed
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Did Marie Empress, the Famous
Tragedian FEdmund Kean’s Great-
Grandniece, Vanish—Unheard and
Unseen—from the Thronged
Liner “‘Orduna’’? What Drew
Her Into Oblivion, from [ts
Brilliantly Lighted Decks Into the
Cold, Black Waves?—Mysterious
- Ocean’s
Latest
Enigmal

The Lost Actress in Her Role of

English
Most Successful Impersonations.

have made her confidante (g the thin, lt-
tle, gray-halred atewanrdess who waited
upon her

“8he was dressed In blacl,” said thig
woman, "with a Hitle hat and o big vell,
all bluck. 1 thought she might he o war
widow. T sald, ‘Are you Mise or Mra.?
8he answoered, ‘I have nover married, hut
I may soon. I gald, ‘That's niee {f you
marry the right one.' And ahe answered,
“That's wn; {f you marry the right one**
But ghe dldn’t way anything more about
marriage,

“8ho used to wonder whern she would

glop in New York. ‘I renlly haven't any
friends there,” sho said, ‘and 1 don't know
where I'll stay.! 71 sald, ‘There ara plenty
of fine hotels. And the faxienhs will takn
you right there.' ‘Thal's 1rue, she an.
awered, in kind of an ahsent way.,  uat
lots of ladies havo talked that way lo mo
befora landing.
"She sald once that sho hadn't heen very
well, There was a Httle murk, o red line,
that ran stralght across the side of hor
nose,  She sald she hod gol (hat hinrt In
un o antomablle acefdent. She snldd, “\When
I get to New York I'm golng to un hospital
10 he treated for it
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“Chappie”—One of Her

“8he  seemed cheerful onough. 8he
would make little jokes while 1 gewed the
rips in her clotiicy., We had several laughs
together ahout things I've forgotten. She
seemed just like any other lady who waa
making tho crossing, oxcept that she was
betler looking and better humored.

“We left Hallfax at half-past three in
the afternoon Saturday. At 8 I rapped on
the door and asked her {f she wanted any-
thing. At first she gaid, ‘I don't feel very
well and don't bellove I'll take anythine.!
1 inslsted, and she sald, 'All right, a little
LIt of chicken,’ and I brought it her on a
tray. When I came back 10 get the iray
It was cleared. 1 sald, “You did eat it,
then.' fhe answered, ‘Yes. Thank you. It
was very nice.' *‘Will you have sandwiches
for the night 7" T aplked, and she sald, ‘Yesn.'
I made up her room and set. ont the sand-
wlehos at half-past nine o'clock, 8he
wasn't in her room. 1 thonght she'd gone
on declk. Tho next morning 1 fapped on
the door. Thera wasn't any answar and
I went in. lor bed hadn't been tonched,
I reported to the captain, Ha had the
ship searched from slern to bow Lthree

times,  There wasn'l a sign of her. No
one rememhbered having scen her.

Creatl Brltnin Nights Neservea,

Empress from the liner’s deck?

“What was it that reached out of the great waters and plucked Marie !
What subtle spell—what promise

of surcease of sorrow—came trom the black and racing waves
that night luring her to death in their icy arms?"

“And the room was fust as von see it
now."

Nothing In all of this gshows that
Jamous Hean's great-grandnfece had pone
on board contemplating sufeide.
there {s other evidence that sha did not.

In a rack ehove lLer berth were a num-
ber of photographs of herself—apparent!s
placed aside to be given to press represon-
tatlves on her arrival in New York. ‘I'o
the proprietor of an hotel at which she hud
vormerly lived she sent from Halifax a
cable:

“Arrive Monday.
me."

Certainly when ghe left Nova Scotla she
had no thought of ending her earcor.

What was it that happened between
6:30 and 9:30 that night which swept her
out of the ken of man?

The first possibility that oceurs to the
mind ls, of course, love. Was there a
broken romance, some one with whom she
had parted.in England and had parted, as
perhaps she thought, forever? In the
night did it seem to her that life without
love was not worth llving, end did the
slghing of the waters as the ship cleaved
through them bring to her the irrosistible
suggestion of finding forgetfulness within
them? There is nothing, not a serap of
ovidence, to show that such a love affair
oxiated,

Did her courage fafl her when within a
day's sall of the ecity she hoped to con-
nuer? For once she had failed here. She
had played a small part with Lew Flelds.
She had played at Hammerstein's Vic-
torfa. When the Grand Opera House was
converted temporarily into a music hall
Mlss Empress was the headliner. Then
that happeneq which rarely happens in an
American playhouse. The gallery booed
her,
songs. The song was melodious and the
alnger was rarely heautlful, but the gallery
disapproved of her love scencs with her
manist, Con Conrad. Tt thought them too
realistic. The "curtain was rung down.
The planist and thn plano were moved
below the stage, aud Miss Empress re-
sumed her songs.

“America {8 savage. | can never con-
quer i1, she sald after this unusual seena.

Could it he that, thinking of the past,
she felt the battle before her top be ton
great for her strength, and in a moment
of weakness and depression cast hersel’
away?

There is the curlous factor of the scar
upen her faece. A few years ago she ap-
peared with this mark running along her
neck from.par to chin, It was like a hirth-
mark—or like the slash of a sharp knife!
She mannged to conceal it by the arrange-

ment pf her hair and hy collars and neck
swathings, On the stage, of course, the
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Cat-calle accompanied one of her *

mikenp bid it entirely, She, herself, sald
thit she had recelved that scar in an auto-
mobile accident.  Her oldest friends of
that time said that ft was the mark left
Ly an attempt at suleide.

Whenee came the smaller sear which
the stewardess saw on the her
roge, and have these two things any bear-
ing upon the mystery of Stuteroom 4807

“Maybe she was a stowaway. She
conld have slipped fnto men's clothes and
hidden In the hold,” said a petty officer.
“There wére men's clothes in her belong-
mes, Maybe she got tired of & woman's
lifo and thought she'd-try a man's for a
while. She could pass ag o man without
any trouble. She'd been a male imper-
sonator.” Hut this the high officers of the
“Orduna" ridicule.

“8he was too young and lovely to have
sought such a death of her own will,” said
Walter Hast, who had been her fellow
actor in Manchester. “But we must not
forget the lure of the black waters at
night. It i3 like the call of a lover to the
romantic, or like the pull of gravity from
a high building to the imaginative.”

“Perhaps she had been seized by thae
Great Misglving,” said a fellow pnssenger.‘
“Everyvone is sometimes wvisited by It un-
less e or she is a multi-milllonaire. She
may have feared to start again In the
world’s most eritical city where once be-
fore ghe had failed.”

“C'ould it have been murder?” asked the
speculative. “Her life had held some grand
passions. There had been bitter quarrals
at parting. .Might not one of her discarded
sultors have walked the deck with her for
a filnal farewcll, and made it, indeed, final?
It would be easy to push one overboard,
Or might not one of the lovers who had a
wish to end her life have sent an rrmir.sarg.‘
aboard to accomplish the deed?” /

There is still another possihility—as
sinister as any. It {8 sald by friends that
durlng her first Amerlean tour Marie IEm-
press fell violently in love with a musician
in New York. After the partial, at least.
collapse of her ambition the clreumstances
preyed so upon her mind that she sought
forgetfulness in drugs. Soon after this
came a parting between her and the man
she loved. The drug habit was not broken,
it is sald.

1t may be that in thn lone]iness of her
stateroom, only n day away from New
York with ita memories and problems, the
actress again sought respite from her
thoughts, and in g walking stupor threw
herself Into the ocean,

But the little empty stateroom No. 480
is silent. i

And none ean read {he
waves that la
the “Orduna.”
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